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peers, but wnose otherwise perfect felicity to-day was a
little marred and lessened by the haunting1 and restless fear
that Lothair was not duly aware that lie took precedence
of the Lord Lieutenant. Then there were Sir Hamlet Clot-
worthy, the master of the hounds, and a capital man of
business ; and the honourable Lady Clotworthy, a haughty
dame who ruled her circle with tremendous airs and graces,
but who was a little subdued in the empyrean of Muriel
Towers. The other county member, Mr. Ardeune, was a
refined gentleman and loved tl?^ arts. He had an ancient
pedigree, and knew everybody else's, which was not always
pleasant. What he most prided himself on was being the
hereditary owner of a real deer park; the only one, ho
asserted, in the county. Other persons had parks which
had deer in them, but that was quite a different thing.
His wife was M pretty woman, and the inspiring genius of
archaeological societies, who loved their annual luncheon in
her Tudor Halls, and illustrated by their researches the
deeds and dwellings of her husband's ancient race.

The clergy of the various parishes on the estate all dined
at the Towers to-day, in order to pay their respects to their
Bishop. c LothaiVs oecumenical council/ said Hugo Bohun,
as he entered the crowded room, and looked around him
with an air of not ungraceful impertinence. Among the
clergy was Mr. Smylie, the brother of Apullonia.

A few years ago, Mr. Putney Giles had not unreasonably
availed himself of the position which ho so usefully and
so honourably tilled, to recommend this gentleman to the
guardians of Lothair to fill a vacant benefice. The
Reverend Dionysius Smylie had distinguished himself at
Trinity College, Dublin, and had gained a Hebrew scholar-
ship there; after that he had written a work on the
Revelation, which clearly settled the long-controverted
point whether Rome in the great apocalypse was Dignified
by Babylon. The Bishop shrugged his shoulders when ho